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Summary:
After helping kill his parents, Andrew acts on his impulse to crash the hitman's car, killing Ashley and himself.

Notes:
(See the end of the work for notes.)

Work Text:
It wasn’t Andrew’s fault. His parents were dead but he hadn’t had a choice– he was stuck. He didn’t have a choice but to go along with Ashley, not after everything they’d done. Everything he’d done with her, everything he’d promised her– he couldn’t take that job offer, he couldn’t leave her– not when she had so much dirt on him. He couldn’t do anything. He was just a doormat. He had to do whatever Ashley wanted. He had to. 

His parents’ skulls were sinking to their watery grave and he could see Ashley through the front view mirror, looking over at him with apprehension on her face. His own words echoed in his head– was what he wanted really to stuff her in the trunk and crash this damn car? He hated her, didn’t he? She was the one forcing him to be this way. It’s Ashley’s fault, the same way it had always been Ashley’s fault. 

The longer he looked at her the more his blood seemed to pound in his head, each rapid beat of his stressed heart making it harder to think about anything but how much he wanted to fucking kill her, wanted to take away all the horrid shit dripping off her until she was just calm for once, wanted to finally not have to worry about how he was going to keep her from getting them discovered and getting them locked up in jail where he’d never see her again.

Without thinking, he slammed his foot on the pedal. Ashley cried out as the car surged forward, the scenery around them blurring past as they crossed over the bridge at full speed. “What the fuck?! Are you trying to fucking kill us?!!” 

“Yes.” 

She lunged for the wheel, and Andrew turned the wheel as far to the right as he could before she made contact with his hands. “Andy–” was all she got out before they were crashing into the guardrail at maximum velocity; the high speed made the car tilt, and then they were falling, and Ashley was screaming in a way he’d never heard before, and all he could do was feel a faint surprise he’d actually done it as the car flipped in mid-air before splashing into the water. 

His body lurched forward, but he had his seatbelt on, and before his forehead could slam into the dash, the airbag exploded out, crashing the back of his head against the seat but not killing him. His legs ached terribly, and water was already coming in through the floor to dampen his shoes. Andrew clawed the airbag away to check on Ashley, an unfamiliar sound leaving his lips as he saw her state. 

She was splayed back on the shotgun seat, her eyes wide and vacant. Dark red blood dripped down from her forehead, over her cheek, down to her neck that was bent at an unnatural angle, like the dolls she used to play murder house with when they were little. 

“Ashley…?” She didn’t respond. 

“Are you trying to give me the silent treatment again? Just fucking answer me…” She didn’t respond.

“Leyley?” 

…

Andrew rubbed his shaky fingers over his temples. The water had soaked through his shoes, and he’d done it. He’d killed his whole family in one day, with his own death on the near horizon. There was finally an end to all the chaos and screaming and blood, but he didn’t feel accomplishment nor peace.

Inside him was nothing but this overwhelming hollowness as he unbuckled his seatbelt and crawled over to Ashley’s seat. “This is your fault… You made me do this.” His voice shook as he took a seat on top of her and pulled her into his lap, where she laid limp in his arms. His legs hurt terribly, but he was only vaguely aware of the pain as he squeezed her in a suffocating embrace. All he could process was the fact that she wasn’t making a jab at him, wasn’t breathing or moving or… 

“Ashley…” His breathing was fast and shaky. “I loved you, you stupid bitch. You made me do this.” The knowledge that she was gone forever was soothed by the knowledge that they would rot here together, entwined in a way that couldn’t be revoked. His hands dragged over her slender back, which felt so familiar and foreign the same time, the way her body didn’t move at all. 

The water was creeping past his ankles. For a moment he thought the roof of the car had cracked as well, but then he realized those were tears dripping down his face. He wasn’t dead yet, but he was– everything that had made him who he was was gone, and it felt as if nothing had been left behind. Nothing was left to hold him back; he had forced himself to face the repercussions of all of his sins. 

“Ashley. Ashley. Ashley.” His voice cracked as he pulled her top off, yet again acting without thinking about it too much, without analyzing every possible repercussion for once in his life. “Ashley...” His hands shook as he tore off her good bra, then tugged down her shorts and let them fall into the puddle on the floor. 

She was so fucking beautiful. His hands roamed over her limp body, her skin so pale, making the darkness of her hair and choker and the splash of red blood stand out more. He was hyperventilating as he slid her panties down her thighs, which was a bit difficult to do now, but she was so beautiful, and every thought he’d tried so hard to suppress over the years was resurfaced now without any reason to hold back anymore. 

He cupped her face in his hands, looking into her eyes, devoid of her overwhelming emotionality for the first time since she’d been born. Her lips weren’t moving, her hands weren’t clenched into fists, and Andrew believed he’d finally given her peace in the only way possible for someone as sick as her. His heart ached from how much he missed her, but she was in his arms and he’d join her soon enough. 

He pressed their lips together for the first time, and even when she didn’t respond, it somehow felt much better than the other girls he’d kissed. He grabbed her hair in his hand, tugging it hard enough to gain satisfaction but gently enough to keep the tie from slipping. His breath came out in a shaky gasp as he pushed his tongue past her pretty lips, tasting her for the first time. 

It was so different than how he’d always imagined; she didn’t taste as bitter as he’d thought about, and the longer his tongue remained in her mouth, the more unnatural she felt around him. He whimpered low in his throat as he pawed at her body, squeezing her chest, which was still soft but so limp. His hand on her ass felt familiar and yet different, and not just because of her lack of clothing; even if she was still warm and soft, she just didn’t feel right. 

He pulled away from her lips with a gasp, spit dripping down his face as he frantically undid his pants with one hand. The water was seat level now, freezing cold and slightly numbing the throb in his legs. He was painfully hard, and his feelings of hatred and love were so intense he couldn’t think over them. His lips moved to her neck, sucking on the tender flesh (pushing away memories of bile rising while she shoved a spoonful of their neighbor’s arm down his throat)  of her neck through her bloodied choker. 

He felt like he was going to be sick as he grinded against her still body, one of his hands moving to hold onto hers. The chill of the rising water was making goosebumps break out across his skin, but her skin remained the same. He broke away from her neck with a gasp, leaning in to kiss her forehead as his other hand moved to line his cock up with her cunt. She was so pretty, and her slightly damp folds felt so soft against the backs of his fingers as he shakily tried to push in. 

It was much more difficult than he’d imagined in those fantasies he tried so hard to pretend didn’t exist. He knew her, knew she would have done given herself to him like this if she’d thought it’d keep him loyal to her, but he couldn’t think about that, couldn’t think about those million different possibilities that might not have ended like this. He pushed his hips forward, but there was hardly any lubrication and he couldn’t do anything to loosen her up. 

It shouldn’t be like this. He pushed the thought away, thrusting over and over again into her unyielding flesh even though it burned him like his skin was being peeled off. The water was rising up to his lower back, making each time he pulled his hips back provide a momentary relief with the icy cold numbing his rubbed raw skin before he’d immediately try to press back in. 

“This is hell.” He rested his forehead against hers, grabbing her arms and draping them over his shoulders, where they dangled limply against his back. His breathing was heavy, the weight of everything that had happened crushing him completely.

He was halfway inside her now, her blood getting washed away each time he pulled out. He hugged her tighter, squeezing his eyes shut and pretending it was his Ashley here hugging him, making decisions for him, moaning in his ear and affirming her love for him. “Fuck…” The water was up past his stomach now, and it was so cold it was hard for him to stay hard, but then he’d open his eyes and look at her precious face and have renewed strength to ram forward again. 

“Ashley,” he sobbed, burying his face in the messy hair atop her head. “I love you. I love you. Fuck, I loved you…” She and possibly Andrew too were bleeding so much it was making the water lose some of its transparency. His hands pawed at her desperately, squeezing her breasts, massaging her nipples with his palms like he was trying to make her feel good, his other hand tugging at her hair hard enough to pull her tie out in some frantic attempt to display his affection. 

The water was up to his chest, and he pulled her head up as if that would keep her from drowning. Her vacant eyes looked into his, and her neck still resembled that of an old doll. “Ashley,” he wailed, knotting her hair as he twisted it in his fists and hammered his hips into hers. The water was rising more rapidly as the cracks in the hitman’s car widened, rising up to his neck as he finally hit his climax inside of his dead sister’s ripped cunt– it was the most painful, most exhilarating, most dehumanizing orgasm of his life, his body tensing and jerking against hers as his nails dug into her back. 

Her arms fell off his back, and he abruptly screamed, the loudest, most unrestrained scream of his life. All of his self-control, his sense of self, the person he loved more than anything, everything, everything was gone, gone, gone. As the water rose up so high he’d have to keep his head tilted up to breathe, he let himself submerge, holding his breath and his sister close to his chest. 

His Ashley. His precious Ashley. He hated her as much as he hated himself. He stroked her soaked hair, the water stinging his eyes, but he kept them open, wanting her body to be the last thing he saw before he finally died. He didn’t know what was waiting for him– it was hard to imagine a torturous Hell that wouldn’t consist of just being in the world he’d already inhabited, but a void of nothingness seemed to be asking too much, given his sins and the clear evidence demons existed. He held Ashley a bit tighter, and let his thoughts pass by without dwelling on them as he exhaled. 